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Another popular lyric runs thus :

What 'he finds in me I do not know. Again and again he stares at me, and
lie finds my face sweet.

When I go to fetch water he follows me. Unasked, he helps me with the
pot ; scolding or spurning does not affect him, and flimsy pretexts bring him
to my house.

When he sees me, he comes running and puts his necklace round my neck.
Finding me alone he falls at my feet, begging humbly for a trivial favour.

Oh sister mine, I find him wherever I go. The Lord of Daya1 will not leave
me in peace.1

And in an age when Dhiro and Bhojo sang of death, the
poet utters the gospel of love. " Love will only flow out
of the heart of him who is born of the esssence of love.'2

X

At the time when the aged Dayarama was singing his
garabis at Dabhoi, a new spirit was abroad and a new age
had already been ushered in.3
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a,   Vide Munsni, Thodanka Rasadarfono, p. 236 et. seq.